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VOID IN LA W.

SLEEP, little babe, on my knee,
Sleep, for the midnight is chill,

And the moon has died out in the tree,
And the great human world goeth ill.

Sleep, for the wicked agree:
Sleep, let them do as they will.
Sleep.

ii.

Sleep, thou hast drawn from my breast
The last drop of milk that was good;

And now, in a dream, suck the rest,
Lest the real should trouble thy blood.

Suck, little lips dispossessed,
As we kiss in the air whom we would.
Sleep.